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had made his property the property of us all. The house with
the open door, the yacht Eglantine, the rowing boats, all
belonged to him and still belong to him, but nobody Is less their
proprietor than himself. And when there was a dance in his
dwelling, lighted by fluted paper lamps with candles inside, and
the accordion played polkas, lancers and Breton peasant dances,
the whirling couples were mixed without distinction of servants
and employers, members of the Institute of France and the
daughters of farmers, Breton sailors and Parisiennes,
Our mother was a silent witness of these festivals. Her friends,
who knew the vulnerable point of her timid character, so
reserved and almost severe to approach, never failed to tell her
that Ir&ne danced well or that Eve had on a pretty dress. And
then suddenly, on the worn face of Marie Curie, there would
appear an ingenuous and exquisite smile of pride.